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alike in conception and execution as anything
that Mr. Browning has ever achieved. In the
third volume, the austere pathos of Pompilia's
tale relieves the too oppressive jollity of Don
G-iacinto, and the flowery rhetoric of Bottini;
while in the 'fourth, the deep wisdom, justice,
and righteous mind of the Pope, reconcile us
to endure the sulphurous whiff from the pit in
the confession of Guido, now desperate, naked,
and satanic. From what at first was sheer
murk, there comes out a long procession of
human figures, infinitely various in form and
thought, in character and act; a group of men
and women, eager, passionate, indifferent; tender
and ravenous, mean and noble, humorous and
profound, jovial with prosperity or half-dumb
with misery, skirting the central tragedy, or
plunged deep into the thick of it, passers-by
who put themselves off with a glance at the
surface of a thing, and another or two who
dive to the heart of it. And they all come
out with a certain Shakespearian fulness, vivid-
ness, directness. Above all, they are every one
of them men and women, with free play of hu-
man life in limb and feature, as in 3,11 antique